SUNDAY  MORNINGS

thought in scenes. This is pushed too far ; even
the Elizabethans were not devoid of memory,
and there are fundamental canons which apply
to all plays and have never been better vindicated
than by Shakespeare in his best work. Webster's
constant failure to produce " characters" he
scarcely glances at. He is preoccupied with the
fact that Webster did splendidly do one thing on
the stage: exhibit bravery, whether Vittoria's
or the Duchess's, in the face of doom. The great
passages of pessimism and defiance ring in his
ears: and in recollection he thinks of them as
pervading the whole play.

They did not. Webster rose to magnificent
heights of poetic utterance. His great passages
and lines are very familiar:

Cover her face :  Mine eyes dazell:

she di'd young,
and:

My soule, like to a ship in a blacke storme,
Is driven I know not whither.

He could, with a fierce vigour like Donne's, make
us shudder by a single exclamation; he coined
at moments perfect phrases like, " a face folded
in sorrow/' He had, in his two best plays, a
power of laconic dramatic dialogue, carrying its
own stage directions in its very substance, un-
matched outside of Shakespeare. There is the
haunted Ferdinand after the murder:

Ferd.: Leave me.

Mai.:   Why doth your Lordship  love this
solitariness ?
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